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flashing like lighting for a while,
glittering and gleaming,
displaying gait and glee
through the golden veil of daylight,
through the shining golden colours?
Did it perish,
crushed in one moment
in this ugly darkness?
In what hot winds
has perished
this wave of fragrance
spreading in the robes
of the charming maiden of dawn,
in the morning-light of life?
Once upon a time,
perhaps, there were days,
when there was no dense darkness,
when life was not a battle.
Have we come too late?
I cannot say, but
when we came,
when we ran to catch,
the cart of life
had already left.
What is left here
to search for
that has not turned into ashes?
Smiles of babies in the clouds,
blossoming flowers in the woods
dancing rays on the mountains,
jewels of stars at night:
Are these the ornaments of life?
Is there any pity in the butcher?